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TEXTS AND TRANS LA TIO NS 
Henry Purcell 
On the brow of Richmond Hill (D11rfey) 
On the brow of Richmond Hill which Europe scarce can parallel, 
Ev'ry eye such wonders fill, to view the prospect round; 
Where the silver Thames doth glide and stately courts are edified. 
Meadows deck'd in summer's pride, with verdant beauties crowned. 
Lovely Cynthia passing by, with brighter glories blest my eye, 
Ah! Then in vain said I, the fields and flowers do shine; 
Nature in this charming place, created pleasure in excess, 
but all are poor to Cynthia's face, whose features are divine. 
Music for a while 
Music for a while, shall all your cares beguile. 
Wond'ring how your pains were eas'd, 
and disdaining to be pleased. 
Till Alecto free the dead from their eternal band; 
Till the snakes drop from her head; 
And the whip from out her hand. 
I'll sail upon the Dog-star (D11rfey) 
I'll sail upon the Dog-star, and then pursue the morning. 
I'll chase the moon till it be noon, but I'll make her leave her horning. 
I'll climb the frosty mountain, and there I'll coin the weather; 
I'll tear the rainbow from the sky, and tie both ends together. 
The stars pluck from their orbs too, and crowd them in my budget; 
And whether I'm a roaring boy, let all the Nation judge it. 
Johannes Brahms 
Wir wandelten (Da11mer) 
Wir wandelten, wir zwei zusarnrnen; 
Ich war so still und du so stille; 
Ich giibe vie!, urn zu erfahren, 
Was du gedacht in jenem Fall. 
Was ich gedacht - unausgesprochen 
Verbleibe das! Nur Eines sag' ich: 
So schon war Alles, was ich dachte, 
So hirnrnlisch-heiter war es all. 
In meinem Haupte die Gedanken 
Sie liiuteten, wie goldne Glockchen; 
So wundersilss, so wunderlieblich 
Ist in der Welt kein andrer Hall. 
We walked, we two together; 
I was so silent and you were so silent; 
I would give a good deal to know 
what you were thinking then. 
What I thought - unspoken 
let it remain! Only one thing I say: 
So beautiful was everything I thought, 
so heavenly and serene was it all! 
In my head the thoughts 
rang like golden bells; 
so marvelously sweet and lovely 
is no other sound in the world. 
( 
Die Mainacht (Hiilty) 
Wann der silberne Mond 
<lurch die Gestrauche blinkt 
Und sein schlummemdes Licht iiber den 
Rasen streut, 
Und die Nachtigall fliitet, 
Wandl'ich traurig von Busch zu Busch. 
Dberhiillet von Laub, girret ein Taubenpaar 
Sein Entziicken mir vor; aber ich wende mich, 
Suche dunklere Schatten, 
Und die einsame Trane rinnt. 
Wann, o lachelndes Bild, welches wie 
Morgenrot 
Durch die Seele mir strahlt, find'ich auf 
TJ. en dich? 
die einsame Trane 
_ ~ mir heisser die Wang' herab! 
Von ewiger Liebe (Wenzig) 
Dunkel, wie dunkel in Wald und in Feld! 
Abend schon ist es, nun schweiget die Welt. 
Nirgend noch Licht und nirgend noch Rauch, 
Ja, und die Lerche sie schweiget nun auch. 
Kommt aus dem Dorfe der Bursche heraus, 
Gibt das Geleit der Geliebten nach Haus, 
Fiihrt sie am Weidengebiische vorbei, 
Reqet so vie! und so mancherlei. 
"Leidest du Schmach und betriibest du dich, 
Leidest du Schmach von Andern um mich, 
Werde die Liebe getrennt so geschwind, 
Schnell wie wir friiher vereiniget sind. 
Scheide mit Regen und scheide mit Wind, 
Schnell wie wir friiher vereiniget sind." 
Spricht das Magdelein, Magdelein spricht: 
"Unsere Liebe, sie trennet sich nicht! 
Fest ist der Stahl und das Eisen gar sehr, 
Unsere Liebe isl fester noch mehr. 
Eisen und Stahl, man schmiedet sie um, 
Unsere Liebe, wer wandelt sie um? · 
Eisen und Stahl, sie kiinnen zergehn, 
Unsere Liebe muss ewig bestehn!" 
When the silvery moon 
through the copse gleams 
and its slumbering light pours 
over the grass, 
and the nightingale warbles, 
I wander sadly from bush to bush. 
Hidden by the foliage, a pair of doves 
coos its delight near by; but I turn away, 
seek deeper shadows, 
and weep a single tear. 
When, o smiling image, which like the 
light of morning 
shines through my soul, shall I find you 
upon the earth? 
And a single tear 
trembles hotter down my cheek! 
Dark, how dark in the woods and fields! 
It is evening already; now the world is quiet. 
Nowhere a light and nowhere smoke, 
Yes, and even the lark is silent now. 
Out of the village comes the youth, 
bringing his sweetheart home. 
He leads her by the willow thickets, 
talking a great deal about many things. 
"If you are troubled and derided, 
derided by others because of me, 
let love be broken off as suddenly, 
as quickly as we first came together. 
Let us part in the rain, let us part in the wind, 
as quickly as we first came together." 
The girl speaks: 
"Our love shall not be parted! 
Iron is strong and steel even more so, 
our love is even stronger. 
Iron and steel are shaped in the forge, 
but who shall change our love? 
Iron and steel may be melted, 
but our love shall endure forever!" 
Carl Loewe 
Archibald Douglas (Fontane) 
"Ich hab' es getragen sieben Jahr 
und ich kann es nicht tragen mehr, 
wo immer die Welt am schonsten war, 
da war sie od und leer. 
Ich will hintreten vor sein Gesicht 
in dieser Knechtsgestalt, 
er kann meine Bitte versagen nicht, 
ich bin ja worden so alt. 
Und triig' er noch den alten Groll 
frisch wie am ersten Tag, 
so komme, was da kommen soil, 
und komme, was da mag!" 
Graf Douglas spricht's. Am Weg ein Stein 
Jud ihn zu harter Ruh, 
er sah in Wald und Feld hinein, 
die Augen fielen ihm zu. 
Er trug einen Harnisch, rostig und schwer, 
dariiber ein Pilgerkleid. -
Da horch, vom Waldrand scholl es her 
wie von Hornem und Jagdgeleit. 
Und Kies und Staub aufwirbelte dicht, 
her jagte Meute und Mann, 
und ehe der Graf sich aufgericht't, 
waren Rop und Reiter heran. 
Konig Jacob sa~ auf hohem Rop, 
Graf Douglas grupte tief. 
dem Konig das Blut in die Wangen schop, 
der Douglas aber rief: 
"Konig Jacob, schaue mich gnadig an 
und hare mich in Geduld, 
was meine Bruder dir angetan, 
es war nicht meine Schuld. 
Denk nicht an den alten Douglasneid, 
der trotzig dich bekriegt, 
denk lieber an deine Kinderzeit, 
wo ich dich auf Knien gewiegt, 
Denk lieber zuriick an Stirlings-Schlop, 
wo ich Spielzeug dir geschnitzt, 
dich gehoben auf deines Vaters Rop, 
und Pfeile dir zugespitzt. 
Denk lieber zuriick an Linlithgow, 
an den See und den Vogelherd, 
wo ich dich fischen und jagen froh 
und schwirnrnen und springen gelehrt. 
"I have borne it for seven years 
and I can bear it no more, 
the world that was beautiful 
has become dreary and empty. 
I will go before him 
in this servant's dress 
he cannot refuse my plea 
for I have grown so old. 
And if he still bears that ancient grudge 
fresh like the first day, 
than come what shall, 
and come what may!" 
So spoke Lord Douglas. A wayside rock 
invited him to a hard resting place. 
Over the woods and the forest he looked, 
And his eyes dosed. 
He was wearing rusty, heavy armor 
which covered a pilgrim's cloak-
When hark, from the wood's edge came 
sounds of horns and a hunt. 
Gravel and dust went whirling thick, 
and hounds and men came running. 
Before Douglas had risen, 
the horses and riders were upon him. 
King James sat upon his horse 
and Lord Douglas bowed low. 
Blood rushed to the King's cheeks 
but Douglas cried: 
"King James, look upon me mercifully 
and hear me out with patience. 
What my brothers did to you 
was no fault of mine. 
Think not of the old Douglas envy 
which defiantly wages war against you, 
but rather, remember your childhood 
when I rocked you upon my knee. 
Think, rather, of Strilings Castle 
where I carved toys for you, 
lifted you up on your father's horse, 
and sharpened your arrows for you. 
Think back to Linlithgow, 
to the lake and the fowling floor, 
where I taught you to fish and hunt, 
and to swim and to jump. 
Und denk an alles, was einstens war, 
und sanftige deinen Sinn, 
ich hab es getragen sieben Jahr, 
<lap ich ein Douglas bin!" 
"Ich seh dich nicht, Graf Archibald, 
ich hor deine Stimme nicht, 
mir ist, als ob ein Rauschen im Wald 
von alten Zeiten spricht. 
Mir klingt <las Rauschen sup und traut, 
ich lausch ihrn immer noch, 
dazwischen aber klingt es laut: 
er ist ein Douglas <loch! 
Ich seh dich nicht, ich hor dich nicht, 
<las ist alles, was ich kann, 
~5 Douglas vor meinem Angesicht 
' f ein verlomer Mann!" 
,,\ 
Konig Jacob gab seinem RoB den Sporn, 
bergan jetzt ging sein Ritt. 
Graf Douglas faPte den Ziigel vom, 
und hielt mit dem Konige Schritt. 
Der Weg war steil, und die Sonne stach, 
sein Panzerhemd war schwer, 
doch ob er schier zusammenbrach, 
er lief doch nebenher: 
"Kqnig Jacob, ich war dein Seneschall, 
ich will es nicht furder sein, 
ich will nur tranken dein Rop im Stall, 
und ihrn schiitten die Komer ein, 
und will ihrn selber machen die Streu 
. und es tranken mit eigner Hand, 
nur lap mich atmen wieder aufs neu 
die Luft im Vaterland. 
Und willst du nicht, so hab einen Mut, 
und ich will es danken dir, 
und zieh dein Schwert, und triff mich gut 
und lap mich sterben hier!" 
Konig Jacob sprang herab vom Pferd, 
hell leuchtete sein Gesicht, 
aus der Scheide zog er sein breites Schwert, 
aber fallen lieP er es nicht. 
"Nimm's hin, und trag es aufs neu 
und bewache mir meine Ruh: 
r;-' ~ ist in tiefster Seele treu, 
· die Heimat so liebt wie du! 
~ .· 
Zu Rop, wir reiten nach Linlithgow, 
und du reitest an meiner Seit; 
da wollen wir fischen und jagen froh, 
als wie in alter Zeit." 
Think of all that once has been 
and soften your heart. 
I have borne it for seven years 
because I am a Douglas." 
"I do not see you, Lord Archibald. 
I do not hear your voice. 
It is as if the rustling woods 
speak to me of old times. 
The sweet and true rustling sounds 
fill my ears. 
But amidst these sounds rings loudly: 
'he is a Douglas still'. 
I do not see you and I do not hear you. 
That is all I can ... 
A Douglas who came within my sight 
would be a lost man!" 
King James spurred his horse 
and uphill he rode. 
Lord Douglas seized the horse's bridle 
and kept up with the King's pace. 
The path was steep and the sun was burning, 
and his chain-mail weighed upon him. 
Although he nearly collapsed, 
he still ran by his side. 
"King James, I was your seneschal 
but will never be again. 
I only ask to care for your horse in its stall 
and to feed it its grain. 
I will personally strew his straw, 
and I will water him with my own hands . 
Only let me breath, once more, the 
Air of my native land. 
And if you won't, then take courage 
and I will thank you. 
Draw your sword and strike me well, 
and Jet me die here!" 
King James leapt down from his horse, 
his face was brightly shining, 
and he unsheathed his broadsword 
but he did not let it fall. 
"Take it, and wear it anew 
and guard my peace, 
for he who loves his homeland as you, 
is loyal in his soul. 
To horse! We will go to Linlithgow 
and you will ride by my side. 
There, we will joyously fish and hunt, 
as we did in the days of past." 
Gabriel Faure 
Pleurs d'Or (Samain) 
Larmes aux fleurs suspendues, 
Larmes aux sources perdues, 
Aux mousses des rochers creux; 
Larmes d'automne epandues, 
Larmes de cor entendues 
Dans le grands bois, douloureux; 
Larmes des cloches latines, 
Carmelite, Feuillantines, 
Voix de beffrois en ferveur; 
Larmes des nuits etoilees, 
Larmes des flutes voilees, 
Au bleu du pare endormi; 
Larmes aux grands cils perlees, 
Larmes de flutes voilees, 
Jusqu'a l'ame de I'ami; 
Larmes d 'extase, 
Emplorement delicieux, 
Tombez des nuits, 
Tombez des fleurs, 
Tombez des yeux! 
Puisqu'ici-bas (H11go) 
Puisqu'ici-bas toute il.me 
Donne a quelqu'un 
Sa musique, sa flamme, 
Ou son parfum; 
Puisqu'ici toute chose 
Donne toujours 
Son epine ou sa rose 
A ses amours; 
Puisqu'avril donne aux chenes 
Un bruit charmant; 
Que la nuit donne aux peines 
L'oubli dormant; 
Puisque, lorsqu'elle arrive 
S'y reposer, 
L'onde amere a la rive 
Donne un baiser; 
Je te donne a cette heure, 
Penche sur toi, 
La chose la meilleure 
Que j'aie en moi! 
Tears of gold 
Tears on the suspended flowers, 
Tears in the lost springs, 
On the mosses of hollow rocks; 
Scattered tears of autumn, 
Tears of the horn heard 
In the vast forest, sorrowful; 
Tears of latin bells, 
Carmelite, Feuillantines, 
Fervent voices of the belfries; 
Tears of the starry nights, 
Tears of the veiled flutes, 
In the blue of the sleeping park; 
Pearled tears on the long eyelashes, 
Tears of a lover flowing 
To the soul of her beloved; 
Tears of ecstasy, 
Delicious weeping; 
Fall from the nights, 
Fall from the flowers, 
Fall from the eyes! 
Since down here 
Since down here every soul 
Gives to someone 
Its music, its flame, 
Or its perfume; 
Since here every thing 
Gives always 
Its thorn or its rose 
To its love; 
Since April gives the oaks 
A delightful sound; 
And the night gives pains 
Sleeping forgetfulness; 
Since when she arrives 
There to rest, 
The bitter wave to the shore 
Give a kiss; 
I give to you at this hour, 
Leaning on you, 
The best things 
That I have in me! 
r 
Rei;ois done ma pensee, 
Triste d 'ailleurs, 
Qui, comme une rosee, 
T'arrive en pleurs! 
Rei;ois mes voeux sans nombre, 
0 mes amours! 
Rei;ois la flamrne ou l'ombre 
De tous mes jours! 
Mes transports pleins d'ivresses, 
Purs de soupi;ons, 
Et toutes Jes caresses 
De mes chansons! 
Mon esprit, qui sans voile 
Vogue au hasard, 
"!".. qui n'a pour etoile 
f Que ton regard! 
L\ 
Rei;ois, mon bien celeste, 
Oma beaute! 
Mon coeur, dont rien ne reste, 
L'amour ote! 
Hugo Wolf 
Der Musikant (Eichendor/f) 
Wandem lieb' ich fiir mein Leben, 
Lebe eben, wie ich kann, 
Wollt' ich mir auch Milhe geben, 
Papt es mir doch gar nicht an. 
Schone alte Lieder weiP ich, 
In der Kiilte, ohne Schuh', 
Drauflen in die Saiten reiP' ich, 
Weip nicht, wo ich abends ruh'! 
Manche Schone macht wohl Augen, 
Meinet, ich gefiel' ihr zehr, 
Wenn ich nur was wollte taugen, 
So ein armer Lump nicht wiir'. 
Mag dir Gott ein'n Mann bescheren, 
Wohl mit Haus und Hof verseh'n! 
Wenn wir zwei zusammen wiiren, 
Mocht mein Singen mir vergeh'n. 
Receive then my thoughts, 
Rather sad, 
Which, like the dew 
Arrive to you in tears! 
Receive my numberless vows, 
Omyloves! 
Receive the flame or the shadow 
Of all my days! 
My ecstasy, full of rapture, 
Free of suspicions, 
And all of the caresses 
of my songs! 
My spirit, that without sails 
Wanders aimlessly, 
And which has naught for stars 
Save your gaze! 
Receive, my heavenly gift, 
Omybeauty! 
My heart, of which nothing would remain, 
Emptied of love! 
The Minstrel 
I love to wander all my life, 
quite a while, if I could, 
If I would apply myself 
It wouldn't suit me at all. 
I know old, beautiful songs, 
barefoot, out in the cold 
I strum my strings 
not ever knowing where I will rest each night. 
Many beautiful women cast their eyes on me 
meaning that I'd take their fancy 
if I were not such a "ne'er do well," 
not such a poor man. 
May God send you a husband, 
Well outfitted with house and home 
If we two were to be together 
my singing might then cease. 
An die Geliebte (Morike) 
Wenn ich, von deinem anschaun tief gestillt, 
Mich stumm an deinem heil'gen Wert vergnuge, 
Dann htir ich recht die leisen Atemziige 
Des Engels, welcher sich in dir verhilllt. 
To the Beloved One 
When I gaze upon your beloved face 
I feel a pure and holy feeling 
as if the angel's breath were o'er me stealing 
That did give thee such wonderful grace. 
Und ein erstaunt, ein fragend Lacheln quillt And one amazing gaze, my longings were stilled 
Auf meinem Mund, ob mich kein Traum betriige, I ask myself, is this no dream deceiving 
Dass nun in dir, zu ewiger Geniige, that with you I will eternally be perceiving 
Meh kiihnsterWunsch,meh einz'gersich erfilllt? My boldest wish, my one wish fulfilled 
Von Tiefe dann zu Tiefen stfuzt mein Sinn, 
Ich htire aus der Gottheit nacht'ger Ferne 
Die Quellen des Geschicks melodisch rauschen. 
Betaubt kehr' ich den Blick nach oben hin, 
Zurn Himmel auf, da Jacheln alle Sterne; 
lch kniee ihrem Lichtgesang zu lauschen. 
An den Schlaf (Morike) 
Schlaf siisser Schlaf! obwohl dem Tod, 
wie du, nichts gleicht, 
Auf diesem Lager doch 
willkommen heiss' ich dich 
Denn ohne Leben so, 
wie lieblich lebt es sich! 
So weit vom Sterben ach, 
wie stirbt es sich so leicht! 
Liebesgliick (Eichendorff) 
lch hab' ein Liebchen lieb recht von Herzen, 
hellfrische Augen hat's wie zwei Kerzen, 
Und wo sie spielend streifen das Feld, 
Ach wie so lustig glanzet die Welt! 
Wie in der Waldnacht zwischen den Schluften 
Pltitzlich die Taler sonnig sich kliliten, 
Funkeln die Strome, rauscht himmel warts 
Bliihende Wildnis so ist mein Herz! 
Wie vom Gebirge ins Meer zu schauen, 
Wie wann der Seefalk, hangend im Blauen. 
Zuruft der dammemden Ertl' wo sie blieb, 
So unerme~lich ist rechte Lieb'! 
From the depth of my mind then arises 
and harkens even the bounds of fate are ringing 
unto God's mystical wonders then do I listen 
Entranced to heaven I raise my eyes 
Wondering I see that all the stars to shine 
On bended knee I pause to hear them singing. 
Ode to Sleep 
Sleep sweet sleep! 
although like death, 
on this bed I welcome thee 
for without life so, 
how lovely lives oneself 
so far from death oh, 
how easily it is to die! 
The Joy of Love 
I love my dearest with all my heart 
she has sparkling eyes like candles 
and where they gently blaze 
oh how merrily glows the world! 
As in the dark forests amidst the glens 
sudden the sunny valleys intervene 
rivers glitter, the blooming wilderness rushes 
towards heaven, so does my heart! 
Gazing from the mountains to the sea, 
Like when the sea-hawk soars in the sky 
shouts to the dawning earth from where she 
stayed 
so immeasurable is the truest love! 
Charles Ives 
The Side Show (Ives) 
"Is that Mister Riley, who keeps the hotel?", 
Is the tune that accompanies the trotting track bell; 
An old horse unsound, turns the merry-go-round, 
Making poor Mister Riley look a bit like a Russian dance, 
Some speak of so highly, as they do of Riley! 
Autumn (Ives) 
Earth rests! Her work is done, her fields lie bare, 
And 'ere the night of winter comes to hush her song and close her tired eyes, 
She turns her face for the sun to smile upon and radiantly, radiantly, 
Thro' Fall's bright glow, he smiles and bnngs the Peace of God! 
The Light that is Felt (Whittier) 
A tender child of summers three, 
·{·- ht, while seeking her little bed, 
, d on the dark stair timidly, 
L, other take my hand, said she, 
Oh, mother take my hand and then the dark will all be light. 
We older children grope our way from dark behind to dark before; 
And only when our hands we lay in Thine, 0 God! the night is day, 
Then the night is day, and there is darkness never more 
Down East (Ives) 
Songs! Visions of my homeland, 
Come with strains of childhood, 
Come with tunes we sang in school days 
And with songs from mother's heart; 
Way down east in a village by the sea, 
Stands an old, red farmhouse that watches o'er the lea; 
All that is best in me, lying deep in memory, 
Draws my heart where I would be, nearer to thee. 
Ev'ry Sunday morning, when the chores were almost done, 
From that little parlor sounds the old melodeon, 
"Nearer my God to Thee, nearer to Thee;" 
With those strains a stronger hope comes nearer to me. 
Maple Leaves (Aldrich) 
October turned my maple's leaves to gold; 
The most are gone now; 
Here and there one lingers: . 
Soon these will slip from out the twigs' weak hold, 
Like coins between a dying miser's fingers. 
The Circus Band (Ives) 
All summer long, we boys dreamed 'bout big circus joys! 
Down Main street, comes the band, 
Oh! "Ain't it a grand and a glorious noise!" 
p Mses are prancing, Knights advancing; 
: ts gleaming; Pennants streaming; 
~ : atra's on her throne! That golden hair is all her own. 
Where is the lady all in pink? 
Last year she waved to me I think, 
Can she have died? Can that rot! 
She is passing but she sees me not. 
Maurice Ravel 
Chansons Madecasses (de Parny) 
Nahandove 
Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove! 
L'oiseau nocturne a commence ses eris, 
la pleine lune brille si.ir ma tete, 
et la rosee naissante humecte mes cheveux. 
Void l'heure: qui peut t'arreter, 
Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove? 
Le lit de feuilles est prepare; je l'ai parseme 
de fleurs et d'herbes odoriferantes, 
ii est digne de tes charmes, 
Nahandove, {) belle Nahandove! 
Elle vient. J'ai reconnu la respiration 
Precipitee que donne une marche rapide; 
J'entends le froissement de la pagne 
qui l'enveloppe: c'est elle, 
c'est Nahandove, la belle Nahandove! 
6 reprends haleine, ma jeune amie; 
repose-toi sur mes genoux. 
Que ton regard est enchanteur, 
que le mouvement de ton sein est vif 
et delicieux sous la main qui le presse! 
Tu souris, Nahandove, 6 belle Nahandove! 
Tes baisers penetrent jusqu'a J'ame; 
tes caresses brfilent tous mes sens: 
arrete, ou je vais mourir. 
Meurt-on de volupte, Nahandove? 
Le plaisir passe com.me un eclair; 
ta douce haleine s'affaiblit, 
tes yeux humides se referment, 
ta tete se penche moltement, 
et tes transports s'eteignent dans la langeur 
Jamais tune fus si belle, Nahandove! 
Tu pars, et je vais languir dans Jes regrets 
et les desirs; je languirai jusqu'au soir; 
tu reviendras ce soir, 
Nahandove {) 
belle Nahandove! 
Nahandove, o beautiful Nahandove! 
The bird of night has begun his cries, 
the full moon shines on my head, 
and the fresh born dew dampens my hair. 
This is the hour: who can be detaining you, 
o beautiful Nahandove? 
The bed of leaves is prepared; I have strewn it 
with flowers and odiferous leaves, 
it is worthy of your charms, 
0 beautiful Nahandove! 
She comes. I recognized the rapid breathing 
of one who walks quickly; 
I hear the rustling of the cloth 
wrapped around her loins: it is her, 
it is Nahandove, the beautiful Nahandove! 
0 take breath, my young Jove; 
rest yourself upon my knees. 
Your glance is enchanting, 
the movement of your breast 
-~ 
is quick and delicious under the hand that presses 
it! 
You smile, Nahandove, o beautiful Nahandove! 
Your kisses penetrate my soul; 
your caresses bring fire to all my senses: 
Stop, or I will die. 
Can one die of voluptuous pleasure? 
The pleasure passes like a flash, 
your sweet breath grows gentler, 
your brimming eyes close, 
your head droops in weariness, 
and our rapture gives way to langour 
Yet never have you been so beautiful! 
You leave, and I shall languish in the regrets 
and desires; I will languish until evening; 
you will return this evening, 
Nahandove, o 
beautiful Nahandove! 
Aoua! 
Aoua! Mefiez-vous des blancs, 
habitants du rivage. 
Du temps de nos peres, 
des blancs descendirent dans cette ile; 
on leur dit: Voila des terres; 
que vos femmes Jes cultivent. 
Soyez justes, soyez bons, et devenez nos freres. 
Aoua! Beware of the white man, 
dwellers of the shore. 
In the time of our fathers, 
the white descended on this island; 
they were told: here is some land; 
let your women cultivate it. 
Be just, be good, and become our brothers. 
Les blancs promirent, et cependant The white men promised, and yet 
ils faisaient des retranchemens. were building entrenchments. 
Un fort mena.,ant s'eleva; A menacing fort arose; 
le tonnerre fut renferme dans des bouches d'airain; With thunder enclosed in mouths of bronze; 
leurs pretres voulurent nous donner un dieu their priests wanted to give us a god 
que nous ne connaissons pas; ils parlerent that we did not know; they ended by speaking 
PP · d'obeissance et d'esclavage: pluti>t la mort! of the obedience of bondage: rather death! 
{ rnage fut long et terrible; The carnage was long and terrible; 
1 , malgre la foudre qu'ils vomissaient, but, despite the lightning bolts they threw out 
et qui ecrasait des armees entieres, and slaying of army after army, 
ils furent tous extermines. they themselves were destroyed. 
Aoua! Mefiez-vous des blanes! Aoua! Beware of the white man! 
Nous avons vu de nouveaux tyrans, 
plus forts et plus nombreux, 
planter leur pavilion sur le rivage: 
le ciel a combattu pour nous; 
ii a fait tomber sur eux Jes pluies, 
Jes tempetes et Jes vents empoisonnes. 
Ils' ne sont plus, et nous vivons libres. 
II est doux de se coucher 
II est doux de se coucher durant la 
chaleur sous un arbre touffu, 
there 
et d'attendre que le vent du soir amene 
la fraicheur. 
Femmes, approchez. 
Tandis que je me repose ici sous 
un arbre touffu, 
occupez mon oreille par vos 
accens prolonges; 
repetez la chanson de la jeune fille, 
lorsque ses doigts tressent la natte, 
ou lorsqu'assise aupres du riz, 
. elle chasse Jes oiseaux avides. 
Le chant plait a mon ame; 
la danse est pour moi 
n-8qu'aussi douce qu'un baiser. 
os pas soient lents, qu'ils imitent 
We have seen the new tyrants, 
stronger even and greater in number, 
planting their banners on our shore: 
~ the sky combatted for us; 
it made fall on them rain, 
the tempests and the poisonous winds. 
They are no more, and we live freely. 
It is sweet to lie down during 
the heat of day under a leafy tree, and to wait 
until evening when the wind brings 
a cooling breath. 
Women, approach. 
While I take my repose 
under a leafy tree, 
fill my ears with your 
soothing accents; 
repeat the song of the young girl, 
while she braids her hair, 
or, seated by the rice patch, 
chases off the greedy birds. 
The singing makes my soul glad; 
dancing for me 
is almost as sweet as a kiss. 
Move slowly, let your steps imitate the poses 
itudes du plaisir et I' abandon de la volupte. of pleasure and the surrender to voluptuous bliss. 
Le vent du soir se !eve; la lune commence 
a briller au travers des arbres de la montagne. 
Allez, et preparez le repas. 
The evening wind wakes, the moon begins 
to glimmer through the trees on the mountain 
side. 
Go now, and prepare the meal. 
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